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SIR, 

BEING so great a Lover of Antiquities, it was reasonable to sup- 
pose you would be very much obliged with any Thing that was new. 
I have been of late offended with many Writers of Essays and 
moral Discourses, for running into stale Topicks and thread-bare 
Quotations, and not handling their Subject fully and closely: All 
which Errors I have carefully avoided in the following Essay, which 
I have proposed as a Pattern for young Writers to imitate. The 
Thoughts and Observations being entirely new, the Quotations 
untouched by others, the Subject of mighty Importance, and treated 
with much Order and Perspicuity: It hath cost me a great deal of 
Time; and I desire you will accept and consider it as the utmost 
Effort of my Genius. 


A Tritical Essay, &c. 


PHILOSOPHERS say, that Man is a Microcosm or little World, 
resembling in Miniature every Part of the great: And, in my Opin- 
ion, the Body Natural may be compared to the Body Politick: And 
if this be so, how can the Epicureans Opinion be true, that the 
Universe was formed by a fortuitous Concourse of Atoms, which I 
will no more believe, than that the accidental Jumbling of the Let- 
ters in the Alphabet, could fall by Chance into a most ingenious and 
learned Treatise of Philosophy, Risum teneatis Amici, Hor. This 
false Opinion must needs create many more; it is like an Error in 
the first Concoction, which cannot be corrected in the second; the 


2. A broom made of a bunch of twigs bound together round a handle. 
1. Could you, my friends, hold back your laughter? 
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Foundation is weak, and whatever Superstructure you raise upon it, 
must of Necessity fall to the Ground. Thus Men are led from one 
Error to another, till with Ixion they embrace a Cloud instead of 
Juno; or, like the Dog in the Fable, lose the Substance in gaping at 
the Shadow. For such Opinions cannot cohere; but like the Iron 
and Clay in the Toes of Nebuchadnezzar’s Image, must separate 
and break in Pieces. I have read in a certain Author, that Alexander 
wept because he had no more Worlds to conquer; which he need 
not have done, if the fortuitous Concourse of Atoms could create 
one: But this is an Opinion fitter for that many-headed Beast, the 
Vulgar, to entertain, than for so wise a Man as Epicurus; the cor- 
rupt Part of his Sect only borrowed his Name, as the Monkey did 
the Cat’s Claw, to draw the Chesnut out of the Fire. 

HOWEVER, the first Step to the Cure is to know the Disease; 
and although Truth may be difficult to find, because, as the Philoso- 
pher observes, she lives in the Bottom of a Well; yet we need not, 
like blind Men, grope in open Day-light. I hope, I may be allowed, 
among so many far more learned Men, to offer my Mite, since a 
Stander-by may sometimes, perhaps, see more of the Game than he 
that plays it. But I do not think a Philosopher obliged to account 
for every Phanomenon in Nature; or drown himself with Aristotle, 
for not being able to solve the Ebbing and Flowing of the Tide, in 
that fatal Sentence he passed upon himself, Quia te non capio, tu 
capies me.? 

WHEREIN he was at once the Judge and the Criminal, the 
Accuser and Executioner. Socrates, on the other Hand, who said he 
knew nothing, was pronounced by the Oracle to be the wisest Man 
in the World. 

BUT to return from this Digression; I think it as clear as any 
Demonstration in Euclid, that Nature does nothing in vain; if we 
were able to dive into her secret Recesses, we should find that the 
smallest Blade of Grass, or most contemptible Weed, has its partic- 
ular Use; but she is chiefly admirable in her minutest Compositions, 
the least and most contemptible Insect most discovers the Art of 
Nature, if I may so call it; although Nature, which delights in Vari- 
ety, will always triumph over Art: And as the Poet observes, 


Naturam expellas furcd licet, usque recurret. Hor.? 


BUT the various Opinions of Philosophers, have scattered 
through the World as many Plagues of the Mind, as Pandora’s Box 
did those of the Body; only with this Difference, that they have not 
left Hope at the Bottom. And if Truth be not fled with Astrwa, she 


2. “Because I do not take you in, you take me in.” This apocryphal story traces 
back to Hellenistic times. 

3. “You may drive out Nature with a pitchfork, but she will always hasten back.” 
Horace, Epistles, I, x, 24 (imprecisely quoted). The following Latin quotations do 
little more than repeat the English sentiments immediately preceding them. 
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is certainly as hidden as the Source of Nile, and can be found only 
in Utopia. Not that I would reflect on those wise Sages, which 
would be a Sort of Ingratitude; and he that calls a Man ungrateful, 
sums up all the Evil that a Man can be guilty of. 


Ingratum si dixeris, omnia dicis. 


BUT what I blame the Philosophers for, (although some may 
think it a Paradox) is chiefly their Pride; nothing less than an ipse 
dixit, and you must pin your Faith on their Sleeve. And, although 
Diogenes lived in a Tub, there might be, for ought I know, as much 
Pride under his Rags, as in the fine spun Garment of the Divine 
Plato. It is reported of this Diogenes, that when Alexander came to 
see him, and promised to give him whatever he would ask; the 
Cynick only answered, Take not from me, what thou canst not give 
me; but stand from between me and the Light; which was almost 
as extravagant as the Philosopher that flung his Money into the 
Sea, with this remarkable Saying, 

HOW different was this Man from the Usurer, who being told his 
Son would spend all he had got, replied, He cannot take more 
Pleasure in spending, than I did in getting it. These Men could see 
the Faults of each other, but not their own; those they flung into 
the Bag behind; Non videmus id mantice quod in tergo est. I may, 
perhaps, be censured for my free Opinions, by those carping 
Momus’s, whom Authors worship as the Indians do the Devil, for 
fear. They will endeavour to give my Reputation as many Wounds 
as the Man in the Almanack; but I value it not; and perhaps, like 
Flies, they may buz so often about the Candle, till they burn their 
Wings. They must pardon me, if I venture to give them this 
Advice, not to rail at what they cannot understand; it does but dis- 
cover that self-tormenting Passion of Envy; than which, the greatest 
Tyrant never invented a more cruel Torment. 


Invidia Siculi non invenere Tyranni 
Tormentum majus. Juven. 


I MUST be so bold, to tell my Criticks and Witlings, that they 
are no more Judges of this, than a Man that is born blind can have 
any true Idea of Colours. I have always observed, that your empty 
Vessels sound loudest: I value their Lashes as little, as the Sea did 
when Xerxes whipped it. The utmost Favour a Man can expect 
from them, is that which Polyphemus promised Ulysses, that he 
would devour him the last: They think to subdue a Writer, as 
Cesar did his Enemy, with a Veni, vidi, vici. I confess, I value the 
Opinion of the judicious Few, a Rymer, a Dennis, or a Walsh; but 
for the rest, to give my Judgment at once; I think the long Dispute 
among the Philosophers about a Vacuum, may be determined in 
the Affirmative, that it is to be found in a Critick’s Head. They are, 
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at best, but the Drones of the learned World, who devour the 
Honey, and will not work themselves; and a Writer need no more 
regard them, than the Moon does the Barking of a little sensless 
Cur. For, in spight of their terrible Roaring, you may with half an 
Eye discover the Ass under the Lyon’s Skin. 

BUT to return to our Discourse: Demosthenes being asked, what 
was the first Part of an Orator, replied, Action: What was the 
Second, Action: What was the Third, Action: And so on ad infini- 
tum. This may be true in Oratory; but Contemplation, in other 
Things, exceeds Action. And, therefore, a wise Man is never less 
alone, than when he is alone: 


Nunquam minus solus, quàm cum solus. 


AND Archimedes, the famous Mathematician, was so intent 
upon his Problems, that he never minded the Soldier who came to 
kill him. Therefore, not to detract from the just Praise which 
belongs to Orators; they ought to consider that Nature, which gave 
us two Eves to see, and two Ears to hear, hath given us but one 
Tongue to speak; wherein, however, some do so abound; that the 
Virtuosi, who have been so long in Search for the perpetual Motion, 
may infallibly find it there. 

SOME Men admire Republicks; because, Orators flourish there 
most, and are the great Enemies of Tyranny: But my Opinion is, 
that one Tryant is better than an Hundred. Besides, these Ora- 
tors inflame the People, whose Anger is really but a short Fit of 
Madness. 


Ira furor brevis est. Horat. 


AFTER which, Laws are like Cobwebs, which may catch small 
Flies, but let Wasps and Hornets break through. But in Oratory, 
the greatest Art is to hide Art. 


Artis est celare Artem. 


BUT this must be the Work of Time; we must lav hold on all 
Opportunities, and let slip no Occasion, else we shall be forced to 
weave Penelope’s Web; unravel in the Night what we spun in the 
Day. And, therefore, I have observed that Time is painted with a 
Lock before, and bald behind; signifying thereby, that we must take 
Time (as we say) by the Forelock; for when it is once past, there is 
no recalling it. 

THE Mind of Man is, at first, (if you will pardon the Expres- 
sion) like a Tabula rasa; or like Wax, which while it is soft, 1s capa- 
ble of any Impression, until Time hath hardened it. And at length 
Death, that grim Tyrant, stops us in the Midst of our Career. The 
greatest Conquerors have at last been conquered by Death, which 
spares none from the Sceptre to the Spade. 
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Mors omnibus communis. 


ALL Rivers go to the Sea, but none return from it. Xerxes wept 
when he beheld his Army; to consider that in less than an 
Hundred Years they would all be dead. Anacreon was choqued 
with a Grape-stone; and violent Joy kills as well as violent Grief. 
There is nothing in this World constant, but Inconstancy; yet Plato 
thought, that if Virtue would appear to the World in her own 
native Dress, all Men would be enamoured with her. But now, since 
Interest governs the World, and Men neglect the Golden Mean, 
Jupiter himself, if he came on the Earth, would be despised, unless 
it were as he did to Danae, in a golden Shower. For Men, now-a- 
days, worship the nsing Sun, and not the setting. 


Donec eris foelix, multos numerabis amicos. 


THUS have I, in Obedience to your Commands, ventured to 
expose my self to Censure in this Critical Age. Whether I have 
done Right to my Subject, must be left to the Judgment of the 
learned Reader: However, I cannot but hope, that my attempting 
of it may be an Encouragement for some able Pen to perform it 
with more Success. 


Notes on Swift’s “A Tritical Essay” 


* Bag behind : Alluding to the fable of Phaedrus that Jupiter hung over every 
man’s shoulder two satchels, of which one hung before, and contained the faults of 
his neighbors; and the other behind which contained his own. 


* When he whipped it : It is told of Xerxes when the sea broke down the bridge 
of boats, which he had laid over the Hellespont; he ordered it to be lashed, and 
fetters to be thrown into it. 


1) risum teneatis, amici? 
Can you help laughing, my friends? 
Horace, Art of Poetry: an Epistle to the Pisos 


2) Quia te non capio tu capies me 
...because I do not grasp you, you shall take (grasp) me 
Aristotle on leaping into the current of the Epirus to commit suicide, having been 
unable to ascertain the cause of the tides. 


3) Naturam expellas furca, tamen usque recurret et mala perrumpet furtim 
fastidia victrix. 
Drive Nature out with a pitchfork, she'll come right back, Victorious over your 
ignorant confident scorn. 
Horace, Book I, Epistle x, line 24 


4) ingratum si dixeris, omnia dicis 
if you pronounce a man ungrateful, you say all that can be said against him 
Said in connection with Lycurgus, it being unnecessary to frame a law against 
ingratitude since the Gods themselves would punish such behavior. 


5) non videmus manticae quod in tergo est. 
To each their own error has been assigned; but we do not see the knapsack which 


is on our back. 
Catullus 22 


6) Invidus alterius marescit rebus opimis; Invidia Siculi non invenere tyranni 
Majus tormentum. 
The envious pine at others' success; no greater punishment than envy was devised 
by Sicilian tyrants. 
Horace (not Juvenal); Epistles, I. 2. 57 


7) Numquam se minus otiosum esse, quam cum otiosus; nec minus solum, 
quam cum solus esset 
According to Cato the Elder, Scipio Africanus was wont to say that he was never 
less at leisure than when at leisure, nor less lonely than when alone. 
As reported by Cicero in De Officiis; Book II, Chapter I 


8) Ira furor brevis est: animum rege: qui nisi paret imperat. 
Anger is a brief madness: rule your soul, for unless it obeys it commands. 
Horace, Odes, Book I, epistle 11, line 62 


9) Ars est celare artem. 
it is (true) art to conceal art, or true art conceals the means by which it's achieved 
Ovid used a similar line in Metamorphoses X, 252: Ars adeo latet arte sua. “So art 
lies hid by its own artifice.” 


10) Mors omnibus communis. 
Death is common to us all. 
Trite common proverb 


11) Donec eris felix, multos numerabis amicos; tempora si fuerint nubila, solus 
eris. 
As long as you are fortunate, you will have many friends; if cloudy times appear, 
you will be alone. 
Ovid, Tristia 


